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aa alien as if I had been of Oriental origin. I managed
to locate the coachman and found him aii interesting
character, but I could not make any arrangements
about painting him; it was impossible to do it in his

house, I could not find a studio, and before I had
hardly turned around I found my pile reduced to- about
thirty-five shillings. I decided it was about time to go
back to my friends.

Choosing the longest and the cheapest trip across the
Channel, I found I could just about get to St. Malo,
third class, if I did not have a stateroom. I had a right
to -occupy one of the berths in the downstairs cabin,
but, upon finding it filled with about eighty seasick
butter merchants, drinking and yelling, I decided to
escape the vile odors and bluff it out on deck, with my
ulster to keep me warm, I have never been sick on the
water before or since, but the whole situation and my
worried state of mind drove me to it, and I shall never
forget the pathetic picture I must have made curled up
in the scuppers, trampled on by the crew, my greatcoat
covering myself and a cabin boy who was making his
first trip and was also in a very bad condition. There
was a blinding snowstorm, and we lay to the leeward
of the Isle of Guernsey, making the crossing last eight
hours. Fpon landing, the cabin boy recovered first
and carried my grip, while I went across the gangplank
on all fours and just managed to reach a hotel and
telegraph my Mend Prank Chadwick, who was down in
Concarneau, to bail me out.

After such memories, I was rather loath to go back

to the great capital of my ancestors, and have never

long visits to London,   But the English are gentle-f Concord, Massachusetts, I was as muchxpected others to do the same.f with coffee and a
